devotion for Lapot. He loved him for his
wit, his cheeriness, and his affection, for
Lapot was the only one to appreciate Gala-
tenko and to assure us that Galatenko had
never really been lazy.

Galatenko flung the straw down in front
of the engine, and hastened to the thresher.
Leaning on the pitchfork, and secretly delight-
ed at the excuse to relax a moment amidst
the universal din, he began a conversation
with Lapot:

"What did you call me for?"

"Listen, pal," said Lapot, bending down
from above, and everyone around began to
listen to the conversation in confident expec-
tation of hearing something amusing.

"Well, I'm listening."

"Go to our bedroom."

"Well?"

"Under my pillow, there. ..."

"What?"

"Under my pillow, I say. ..."

"But what? "

"Under my pillow you'll find. ..."

"I understand it's under your pillow. ..."

"... a pair of spare hands."

"And what d'you want me to do with
them?" asked Galatenko.

"Bring them here as quick as you can,
these are no good any more," said Lapot,
displaying his hands beneath general laughter.
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